


"The Immigrants" ~- 


A mythical land — 
opened to hopeful foreigners. 
Promises of golden streets — 

flowing milk and honey — 
— to everyone — 
set immigrants sailing — 
a beacon to America. 


Was not anything like that when they arrived. 


Only in myth were strangers ever welcome there. 
Stories promised the days were sweet and clear — 
to immigrants from anywhere. 


After they arrived with her hopes and his heart set on miracles — 
to marry fortune carrying handbills of broken dreams. 


Only to find there never was enough to go around. 


Turning away, she distantly recalls — 
a fable once heard in a fairy tale — 
that spoke of a mystical, magical, land — 
America 


Was not anything like that when she arrived. 


Only in myth were strangers ever welcome there. 
Stories promised the days were sweet and clear — 
to immigrants from anywhere. 


Dashed hopes and dreams — 
Siren’s beware- 
lured lost immigrants — 
to America — 
from everywhere. 


